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	1. Once Upon A Time

A/N: This A/N is kinda long since I'm trying to set it up for you guys but I promise all (if any) other author's notes will be only a couple sentences just to mention something or other. Since this is the first chapter I just wanted to get everything out of the way.

_**Disclaimer: I do not own Cinderlla (any version of it) in any way. Story belongs to the rightful owners. Anything you read that you don't recognize is a product of my own imagination. Any other references I take from somewhere else, rights to their respectful owners as well.**_– This is the only disclaimer I am writing but it pertains to the entire story – every chapter.

Guys…There are like no Kit/OC (Prince Charming/OC) stories out there! So I decided to give it a shot. This will be a 10-chapter story…give or take two chapters. Ella will be in this story, of course, but she's going to be a side character once everything actually starts. She and the Prince will interact once or twice with one another but it'll be more of a brother/sister interaction than anything. No there will be no love triangle in this story. Maybe one day I'll try that out, for some reason they always make me anxious and I start getting really annoyed, but anyways for this story it's strictly Kit with an original character, Rosella.

-Also, this story is going to have mentions of abuse (No rape whatsoever, at all. I'm just going to say it right now so no one gets a shock while reading this. Lady Tremaine will abuse Rosella. Rosella ends up being physically abused.) No, it will not be a graphic scene written down in a flashback, Rosella will mention it and talk about it. When that chapter comes up I will be putting an authors note and such at the top before I begin the chapter.

-Okay:

-TITLE: Lavender's Grey (Yes, I know the song says Lavender's Blue/Green, but the title for this story is Lavender's Grey)

-PAIRING: Kit/OC, Ella/OC (Although you won't be seeing much of the Ella/OC – it's mentioned).

-SUMMARY: Have courage...and be kind. Rosella and Ella were but mere children when their mother died, their father years later, leaving them at the mercy of their stepmother and stepsisters. Ella finds herself falling fast for the humble farm boy they grew up with while Rosella shuts everyone out. When Rosella meets the Prince her life gets a little bit more interesting.

-Rosella:

-Ella's twin sister – Rosella is older by a couple minutes (not identical, they're fraternal – but similar – hair and eyes are different and personality, but some things are the same)

-Rosella loves adventure and independence and possess determination and originality. Rosella generally leads and directs others and likes to help establish their individual identity.

-While Ella clearly takes after their mother, Rosella is a perfect mix of both. She had chocolate hair with hints of blonde but her eyes are like the sea after a storm, a wonderful shade of grey. (Rosella is the Cover Photo for this story – if anyone knows who that is, let me know, I couldn't find a name and I'm really curious).

-Also!

-Narration will be in _**Bold Italics **_

-Flashbacks will be in _Italics _(and Flashbacks are all original)

-You'll know when they're flashback because you'll see this: **/KR\\ **: Before and After the flashback begins and ends.

-Thoughts will have one asterisk (*) then be in _Italics_

_-/-/- _means a time jump

-Okay, done with the A/N! Ready? Allons-y!

* * *

><p><em><strong>Once upon a time, there were two little girls called Ella and Rosella. And they saw the world not as it was, but as perhaps it could be, with just a little bit of magic. To their mother and father, they were princesses. True, they had no title, nor crown, nor castle, but they were the rulers of their own little kingdom, whose borders were the house and meadow on the forest's edge where their people had lived for generations. With Mr. Goose and all their animal family.<strong>_

Ella and Rosella ran down the stairs laughing and twirling about, not a care in the world. Two bluebirds flittered around them singing and chirping about making Rosella jump and clap as Ella grabbed a bag of seeds and corn. Holding it out to Rosella, she grabbed two fistfuls of the seeds before skipping away.

"Rose come on!" Ella laughed still holding the bag of corn. Rosella looked over to her sister then back up at the bluebirds and held her hands up towards them. For a moment it looked as if they would ignore the little girl in the white flowered sundress until they swooped in to eat the offerings she was giving them.

"Hello, there." Rosella smiled bringing her hands down to get a closer look at their feathers. She started walking towards her sister's general direction, "What do you think you're doing?" she scolded one of the birds who had been taking a little more than his share, she laughed when it had the decency to look abashed, "We don't want you getting an upset stomach." Finding her sister and mother, Rosella gently holds the birds to her as she rushes over to them.

"Gus-Gus, you're a house mouse, not a garden mouse. Isn't he, Jacqueline?" Ella laughed, bending down to pick up the two mice.

"And you mustn't eat Mr. Goose's food. Isn't that right, Mummy?" Rosella and Ella said at the same time, coming to stand in front of their mother smiling.

Looking up at them their mother gave a soft smile, "Do you two still believe that they understand you?"

The two girls looked at each other, confused they looked back at Mummy, "Don't they, Mother?"

"Oh, yes. I believe that animals listen and speak to us if we only have the ear for it. That's how we learn to look after them."

Rosella gently sat down next to her mother, placing the birds on the ground as their seeds had finished, "And us?"

Ella plunked herself down in front of them, "Yes! Who looks after us?"

"Fairy godmothers, of course." Mummy said grabbing Rosella and pulling her close.

"And do you believe in them?" Ella inched closer.

"I believe in everything."

"Then I believe in everything, too!" Ella exclaimed laughing as the mice jumped from her tiny fingers.

"Come my loves, time for your lunch, now that we've fed our Mr. Goose."

"But Mamma-" the girls started.

"Your father is due back today, we could play in the garden after lunch till he arrives, how does that sound my loves?"

"Oh, yes please!"

_**Their father was a merchant who went abroad and brought tribute back from all of the girls subject lands. They missed him terribly when he was away. But they knew he would always return.**_

After their lunch, the girls decided to go back outside to play a game of tag.

"Ella! No fair!" Rosella laughed as her sister skirted away from her behind one of the rose bushes.

"Can't catch me, Rose!"

"Oh, you just watch me little sister!"

"Lovelies please do be careful! You don't want one of the thorns to prick you or get caught on your pretty dresses now would you?" their mother smiled and walked inside.

"Yes, Mummy!" The girls giggled as they turned their heads to the side.

"Ella! Rosella! Where are my girls, my beautiful girls? Where are my darlings?" they heard from the front as a carriage came to a stop.

Rosella and Ella looked at each other and grinned, Ella ran towards the front while Rosella skipped into the main house and into the drawing room, "Mamma! Mamma!"

"Oh! Yes my beautiful dove?"

"It's Papa! He's back!" Rosella grinned and grabbed her Mothers hand to pull her towards the front of the house.

As they came to stand in the front door way Ella exclaimed, "Look, Mummy! I'm dancing!" She and father had quickly twirled their way over to Rosella and Mother. Father turned to Rosella got down on one knee. Before he got the chance to say anything she had jumped into his arms, "Papa!"

"My beautiful Rose," one of the companions that had been on the journey with Rosella's father put something in his hand.

"What was that!?" She giggled pulling away.

"This? Oh," he started coyly, "I found it in a little shop…" Bringing the box in front of her he gave a big smile, "I think…there may be something inside."

Gently Rosella took the box from her father and carefully unwrapped it. Gasping, she slowly traced the patterns on the side of the box. So intricate and dainty were the flowers, when she lifted the lid, a soft melody started to play. "Oh, it's so pretty! I love it, merci Papa!"

"Je vous en prie, mademoiselle!" He exclaimed giving her little kisses before Rosella got up running towards her sister, both girls smiling at their little presents.

"My beautiful wife," their father said getting up to greet her.

Both girls started giggling when they saw their Father kiss Mummy, "Rose look!" Ella smiled, holding out her gift from Papa, "Little papillon."

"C'est 'petite,' ma sœur cadette." Rosella answered when she saw her parents smiling at them.

_**All was just as it should be. They knew themselves to be the most happy of families to live as they did and to love each other so.**_

"Come girls, time for bed." Father said as they were carried up the stairs to their room hours after playing and dancing.

"But we're not tired." They protested as they yawned.

Rosella sighed, Mummy will you sing for us?"

"Which song my love," Mother asked as she helped dress her girls for the night.

"The one that plays in my music box," Rosella closed her eyes as she grabbed her pink bear and cuddled close to Ella.

Mother gently picked up the book that was on the side of their bed and started to sing,

"Lavender's blue dilly, dilly

Lavender's green

When I am king dilly, dilly

You shall be queen

Who told you so dilly, dilly

Who told you so?

T'was my own heart dilly, dilly

That told me so.

Call up your men dilly, dilly

Set them to work

Some to the plow dilly, dilly

Some to the fork

Some to make hay dilly, dilly

Some to cut corn

While you and I dilly, dilly

Keep ourselves warm

Lavender's green dilly, dilly

Lavender's blue

If you love me dilly, dilly

I will love you

Let the birds sing dilly, dilly

Let the lambs play

We shall be safe dilly, dilly

Out of harms way

I love to dance dilly, dilly

I love to sing

When I am king dilly, dilly

You'll be my king

Who told me so dilly, dilly

Who told me so?

I told myself dilly, dilly

I told me so…"

As the children drifted off to sleep Mother started again slowly getting up to leave,

"When I am king dilly, dilly

You shall be queen

Lavender's green dilly, dilly

Lavender's blue

You must love me dilly, dilly…

For I love you…" both girls finished together turning away and falling asleep as Mother and Father walked out of the room.

_**But sorrow can come to any kingdom, no matter how happy…and so it came to Rosella and Ella's home.**_

The next day the girls sat outside the door waiting to see what was wrong with Mummy. Papa hadn't said anything, he'd been pacing all morning, when finally, the doctor stepped out of Mothers room.

"I'm so sorry…"

"Thank you, Doctor. This must have been very difficult for you."

Everyone suddenly turned to look at the very young girls; sitting there patiently waiting for someone to tell them what was wrong.

Father held out a hand, "Come," Rosella understanding there was no time to waste got up and grabbed father's hand. Ella took a moment longer, not saying anything she reached for Rosella's hand and they all started forward.

"Ella, Rosella, my lovelies," their mother said grabbing their hands and looking into their eyes intently, "I want to tell you a secret. A great secret that will see you through all the trials that life can offer. You must always remember this." Giving them a small smile, "Have courage and be kind. "You two have more kindness in your little finger than most people possess in their whole body. And it has power, more than you know. " Rosella looked away from her Mother, not being able to bear the sight of tears well in her eyes. "And magic."

"Magic?" Ella questioned.

"Truly," their mother smiled though the tears in her eyes were welling up, "Have courage and be kind, my lovelies." Her breath hitched and her lower lip started to tremble, "Will you promise me?" She squeezed their hands.

"I promise," Ella replied instantly.

Rosella however remained silent. How could she have courage and be kind when the world was taking away one of the people she holds most dear to her heart?

"Rosella?"

Tears had started falling one by one from Rosella's eyes as she looked to her mother, "I promise," she whispered.

"Good. Good…and…" Mummy looked up at father who was already crying, "I must go very soon, my loves. Please forgive me."

Rosella's tears were now a constantly streaming down her face, "Of course we forgive you." She and Ella gently wrapped their arms around their mother as they all silently cried. Father knelt down and wrapped his arms around all of them, whispering words of love into his wife's ear.

_**Time passed, and pain turned to memory. In their hearts, Rosella and Ella stayed the same. For they remembered their promise to their mother. Have courage, and be kind. Father, however, was much changed. But he hoped for better times.**_

Ella closed the book she was holding as she saw her sister sitting in the drawing room, she smiled and went to sit next to her. Rosella looked up from her sketchpad as her sister plunked down next to her.

"Hello, Ella," Rosella smiled and gently placed her items on the table, smoothing down the skirt of her lavender dress, as she leaned forward to grab her tea.

"Good morning! It's a beautiful day, you wouldn't mind if we finished our Mr. Pepys for today?" Ella grabbed a biscuit from her sister's saucer. Rosella would always keep a sweet or two on her plate, Ella could never understand why; she never ate them and always ended up giving them to Ella. The only time she ever had any sweets was on their birthday.

"Ah, girls, haven't started yet I hope?" Father walked in smiling at his lovely darlings.

"Not yet, Father, right on time." The girls announced together.

As father sat down Ella started to read where she had left off. Rosella picked up another cup and poured some tea for her Father and Ella. After placing Ella's down next to her she handed father his cup and smiled.

Rosella picked up her sketchpad and gently flipped to a new page; setting off to work she started sketching her father. His expression staying the same all the while they sat there. With a calm smile on his face and a gleam in his eye, this was a sight she could not pass on to draw.

"…And thence home, and my wife and I signing, to our great content, and if ever there were a man happier in his fortunes, I know him not." Ella sighed and shut her book, "Thus ends Mr. Pepys for today. I do love a happy ending, don't you?" Ella smiled and grabbed another biscuit off of her sister's plate and set the book down on the table, Rosella scoffed and rolled her eyes at her sister, always eating her sweets.

"They're quite my favorite sort." Their father smiled up at them.

"As well they should be." Ella smiled at her sister.

"Ella, Rose…" the tone of his voice making the girls look up, "I have come to the conclusion that it's time, perhaps, to begin a new chapter."

Rosella blinked.

Ella's eyes widened.

Both gulped.

"Indeed, Father?" both replied.

"You'll recall that some time ago, in my travels, I made the acquaintance of Sir Francis Tremaine." Father's eyes shifted from one daughter to another.

"Yes," Ella started.

"The Master of the Mercer's Guild, is he not?" Rosella started smiling thinking her Father had meant something else.

"Was." He stated, "The poor man has died, alas. His Widow," Ella could feel her sister tense up and she herself held her breath as her father went on, "an honorable woman, finds herself alone, though still in the prime of her life." He quickly looked down.

Ella, seeing her sister was still in a slight shock, started, "You're worried about telling us. But you mustn't be." Looking at her sister and nudging her, "Not if it will lead to your happiness."

"Yes." Father breathed, "Happiness. Do you think I may be allowed on last chance," turning he looked at his eldest who had started to look up at him through her lashes, "even though I thought such things were done with for good?"

Rosella straightened her back, "Of course we do, Father." She gave a small smile to him.

Grabbing her sister's hand, Rosella pulled them to stand and both walked to sit on either side of their Father, hugging him. "She'll merely be your stepmother. And you'll have two lovely sisters to keep you company."

Both girls looked at one another behind their father as they hugged. Their expressions were one in the same, what did this new arrival mean for their already perfect family.

"Ella and I will go and clean for their arrival, we're so happy for you Father." Rosella stood and smiled; grabbing some plates and teacups she started towards the kitchen.

"Rose-" Ella started once she reached the kitchen, her sister at the sink in order to wash everything, "Stop. I'll do that; you're only going to make a mess of things. I'll wash, you dry."

Rosella laughed at this, the one time she washed the dishes she had ended up covered head to toe as a soapy mess.

"If Father believes this woman could ever-"

"You know that's not what he believes…She could never replace mother. You must have courage and-"

"Be kind…yes sister, I- I know. Thank you." Rosella smiled and but the cup down to give her sister a hug. Suddenly Rosella pulled back and gave her sister a cheeky look, "What no where to run off to today? Most days I can't even get a word in before you run off to see that farm boy next door."

Ella looked away, blushing at her sister's teasing, "What a ridiculous thought, rushing off to see… I wouldn't know what you're talking about."

"Really?" Rosella smirked and shrugged looking away, "So you wouldn't know where I could find him? Father needed help in the garden-"

"Really? I could go fetch him? He's probably back from the market by now-"

"Aha!" Ella's eyes widened as her sister pointed a finger at her, "I knew it!"

Laughing together, Ella grabbed some bubbles that had formed from the soap and blew it onto her sister. Gasping, Rosella tried to do the same but only managed to inhale a couple bubbles resulting in her cough laughing as her sister gently patted her back.

"Come sister," Ella giggled, "let us go and wash the soap out of your hair before our new family arrives and you embarrass us."

"Well whose fault is that?" Rosella raised her eyebrows at her sister back and smiled. Maybe the new additions to their little family wouldn't be as bad as she originally thought.

-/-/-

"Rosella! Ella! They're here, come downstairs my beautiful girls."

Sighing Rosella stood up and held her hands out to her sister, "Do you think they'll like us?"

"Better question, Ella, will we like them?"

Walking down, the girls paused at the base of the stairs and took a deep breath, together they started again, "Have courage and be kind." Both girls ran to be on either side of their father, linking their arms through his.

Looking over at Rosella first he gave a kind smile and kissed the top of her head, then repeated the same action to Ella before stepping forward to greet the three ladies in the carriage. "Welcome, ladies. Welcome!"

From the carriage, Rosella and Ella heard one of the sisters exclaim, "They're skinny as a broomstick!" While the other laughed, "And that stringy hair!"

Rosella took her sister's hand and painted a smile on her face, making her way towards the carriage.

The first person helped out of the carriage by Papa was clad in all yellow, pink flowers everywhere on her dress; the next was in all pink with yellow flowers adorned on her dress.

"You're very nice."

"Welcome. We're so happy to meet you," Ella started saying before the one in pink decided to cut her off.

"You have such pretty hair," the one in pink said pulling Ella and Rosella's hair forward.

"Thank you."

"You should have it styled." The one in yellow nodded.

"I'm sure you're right," Ella and Rosella said together both pushing their hair back.

"I'm Rosella, this is Ella, and you are?"

"You're both Ella's?" the colorful sisters asked together. "I'm Anastasia," said the one in pink then pointed to the one in yellow, "this is Drizella. Oh dear...three Ella's."

"Rosella-" Ella cut her sister off seeing how Rosella wasn't taking to the two girls in front of them.

"Would you like a tour of the house?"

"What did she say?" Drizella asked her sister, still smiling.

"She wants to show us around her farmhouse. She's proud of it, I think." Anastasia sneered at the house.

"Do they keep animals inside?" Drizella asked her sister before the two started laughing.

Ella looked over to her sister to see Rosella had closed her eyes and was taking deep breathes before everyone turned to look at the last person coming out of the carriage, the sound of the cat jumping onto the dirt road startling them.

"How charming. How perfectly charming." The woman said, ignoring the two girls she walked past them towards the house, "Lucifer," she called to the cat in order to keep it from walking away from her.

_**Their stepmother-to-be was a woman of keen feeling and refined taste. And she, too, had known grief. But she wore it wonderfully well.**_

Rosella looked at the woman from behind, no doubt this was the recently widowed Lady Tremaine. Looking down at her own clothing, Rosella surmised these people were used to the extravagant life and mingled with high society members. To Rosella, these people would never become family.

* * *

><p>AN: And there you have it. The first chapter!

Hi everyone! I'm back! So it's my spring break and I should be able to update this story with two or three more chapters before I go back to school. Yay! So then this will be updated weekly every Sunday, then when school starts to go to hell because of Finals and the two 10 page papers I have to write it'll be updated every other Sunday, if I take too long to update, but I'm aiming to just have this all out and complete before my Summer session begins (I'm taking Chemistry, Math, and maybe Economics…it's going to be a great summer. Hear the sarcasm?).


	2. The New Family Arrives

-Narration will be in _**Bold Italics **_

-Flashbacks will be in _Italics _(and Flashbacks are all original)

-You'll know when they're flashback because you'll see this: **/KR\ **: Before and After the flashback begins and ends.

-Thoughts will have one asterisk (*) then be in _Italics_

* * *

><p>Rosella watched as Lady Tremaine meandered through their house looking at every little detail. She didn't know what it was about her but Rosella did not like the way the Lady was looking at them.<p>

"You did not say your daughters were so beautiful." Lady Tremaine gave a wide smile and a glance over the girls once again, pausing slightly on Rosella.

"Oh, well they take after their…" her father started to drift off.

Lady Tremaine glanced up sharply and grimaced, "Their mother. Just so." With a nod of her head the Lady started into one of the other rooms. "This one, however," she came to stop in front of Rosella, holding a hand out to her face, "Looks a little more like you if I dare say, those eyes could control many a man."

"Well, not yet I hope, they're both still my little darlings."

"Not so little anymore…"

"What does Mummy mean? What's so charming about it?" Anastasia asked from the parlor.

"She's lying you ninny. That's just good manners."

"Shut up," Anastasia looked to Father and asked, "How long has your family lived here?"

"Over 200 years." Father looked at Rosella, grabbing her hand and holding her close. Rosella didn't like when strangers touched her, no matter whom they were going to be to her. Lady Tremaine may be her stepmother-to-be but that didn't give her permission to grab her face.

"And in all that time, they never thought to decorate?" Anastasia looked up and around the room with a sneer.

Lady Tremaine turned around, "Anastasia, hush. They'll think you are in earnest."

_**Rosella and Ella's stepmother, high-spirited lady that she was, set out to restore life and laughter to the house.**_

"Rose, I'm going to see Father, do you wish to join me?" Ella got up from her seat when a couple of Lady Tremaines guests walked into the parlor.

It had taken two weeks for Lady Tremaine and her daughters to take over their lives. But it had been two months before they decided to host grandiose party after grandiose party. The manor that had been a place of peace for the girls had become a house of unrest. Anastasia and Drizella had taken over almost all Rosella's best sketch spots and used them without considering her feelings.

"He seemed very busy and looked as if he was missing the party, yes, let's go keep him company." Rosella stood and smiled at her sister as they walked through the crowd of people. "Ella, do you recognize any of these people?"

"No, I dare say I don't…except for the new members of our family." Ella commented as they walked behind Anastasia and Drizella.

Hearing her stepmother chortling at the Baron, Rosella rolled her eyes and pulled Ella past the groups of poker players.

"Well, look who's having a party of their own." Ella commented to her sister, as they got closer to the mice under the stand.

"Jacqueline, Teddy, Matilda, greedy Gus-Gus." Rosella gave a small chuckle when Lucifer started yowling at her friends. Ella went to pick him up but only ended up getting scratched at. Lucifer hopped down from the step and lazily walked over to Rosella. Rosella could never understand what that was about, animals just always took to her easier than her sister, no matter what animal it was. When she and Ella had been learning to ride horseback, her steed had trotted over to her and lay gently at her feet as if to gain trust. While Ella's horse had allowed her to pet him, he did not let her ride him so easily. It had taken Ella three tries, and the third time Rosella had to be standing next to her in order for the horse to even let Ella on him. Shaking her head at the memory, Rosella bent to pick up the snobby cat, "Just what…"

"Yes, what do you think you're up to, Lucifer?"

"Jacqueline is our guest-"

"And the eating of guests is not allowed."

"Go on, now." Rosella gently placing Lucifer back down on the bottom steps of the stairs, "You've plenty of cat food to keep you happy."

Rosella looked towards Ella whom had walked closer to Jacqueline, Teddy, Matilda, and Gus-Gus and was giving a small nod at a conversation that Rosella had missed. Pulling her sister to standing Ella smiled down at Jacqueline and with a wink said, "We ladies must help one another."

Rosella started walking towards their Father's study and paused for Ella to catch up, opening the double doors with a smile her Father looked up from his paperwork when she and Ella spoke together, "You're missing the party."

"I imagine it's much like all the other ones." Giving a sad smile to them he looked back down at his work, "And I'm leaving first thing, Rose, El."

"No!"

"But…"

"You're hardly back from the last trip." Rosella complained.

With a sigh, Ella took a small step forward, "Do you have to go?"

"It's just a few moths, my darlings." He explained. Looking away for a moment he sat silently thinking of the situation, they were right, he had only been back not even a week after an almost two month journey. Looking back at his precious girls he gave a soft smile, "What would you like me to bring you home from abroad? You know, your sisters…" he pointed out towards the party then held out a hand as if to stop the thought, "Stepsisters, have asked for parasols and lace." Taking a deep breath he smiled, "What will you have?"

Rosella knew what she wanted. Her Father. To stay exactly where he was, not to leave her again. But she knew she couldn't ask that of him, she knew he wouldn't be leaving them if he didn't have any other choice. The alternative of having him stay home would be to have him carry something meaningful so that he'd remember her on his trip. Giving a quick look over at Ella who seemed to made up her mind as well, Rosella leaned in towards her Fathers desk, "Bring us the first Rose you walk past-"

"And branch your shoulder brushes on your journey." Ella finished.

Their Father paused, "That's a curious request…" he smiled and nodded.

"Well, you'll have to take it with you on your way. And think of us when you look at them…" Ella's breath hitched.

Teary-eyed Rosella went on to say, "And when you bring them back, it means that you'll be with it." Letting her tears fall she straightened herself, "And that's what we really want."

"For you to come back." Ella lifted her head to look at her father.

"No matter what." They finished together as their father rushed over to them to wrap his girls in his arms.

"I will," smoothing the hair away from their faces he smiled, "Ella, Rose, while I'm away, I want you to be good to your stepmother and stepsisters, even though they may be…trying at times." He pulled back to grab each of their hands in one of his.

"We promise." They whispered together.

"Thank you. I always leave a part of me behind, Rose. Remember that, Ella." He started smiling, "And your mother's here, too, though you see her not." From looking around his study he looked each of his girls in their eye before saying, "She's at the very heart of this place. And that's why we must cherish this house, always, for her."

It was a minute before anyone spoke again. "I miss her…do you?" Ella sniffled.

"Very much." Father whispered pulling his girls into his arms.

They stood like that for a while before they heard a loud bang and some laughs coming from the party, as they pulled apart there was a loud knock on the front doors. The three looked at one another, wondering who could be at the front that wasn't already enjoying the festivities in the other room. All three went to answer the door when Rosella noticed that Ella had begun biting her lip to keep herself from smiling. _*Interesting…the person at the door must be for Ella then, she seems to already know who's here. _

"Well, hello Michael? Is there something we can assist you with?" Father looks back at us after opening the door.

Months ago Ella had been reading in the garden, enjoying her time alone when someone, more like something – seeing as it was a fat pig squealing about- splattered the bottom of her dress with mud. Michael, the farm boy from next door, had run over and apologized for the pig and kept apologizing until Ella had held her book up to his face and in front of his lips in order to get him to shut up. Ella had been quite surprised, she hadn't seen Michael for months, and the boy was no longer a boy, but had grown into a man. Strong, kind, intelligent…he had made Ella laugh and could hold a real conversation. Ella had found that as they grew older, her feelings had grown as well. She didn't realize at first what she had been feeling until he had left to become one of the kings men. Michael had always wanted to be a knight, a soldier that protects the innocent. He had always made Ella feel safe, especially after her Mother had died and she couldn't find anything to get her mind off Mummy, Rosella had tried of course but with little success. When Michael had come back Ella couldn't understand why at first however.

**/KR\**

_Ella adored the outdoors. Gently turning the page she adjusted her foot so that it did not start to fall asleep, she rotated over so that she would be leaning on her left side, rather than her right. Startled she looked up when she heard a squeal and felt a splatter. Running away from her was a pig, almost as large and robust as she. Running towards her, well…chasing the pig was more like it, was someone she hadn't seen in quite some time._

"_Michael!" Smiling wide Ella straightened herself and stood, leaving everything except her book that was still grasped in her hands, where it was she rushed towards him as his face split into a grin. _

"_Oh, Ella!" Wrapping his arms around her he lifted her up and spun her around, "How I've missed you!" Gently setting her down he did nothing to remove her arms from their place around his neck and shoulders. He started apologizing for the pig over and over again until Ella had enough._

_She held her book over his lips before speaking, "They told me you had gone to become one of the palace guards! I thought I might never see you again!" pulling him back to her she held him close, "Why did you leave? Why didn't you say goodbye? I waited for you at the river…when you didn't show, I assumed the worse and when they finally told me where you had gone I- I- well, I was furious at you for leaving without saying anything to me. Do I really mean so little that I don't even warrant a farewell?"_

"_No, no Ella." Michael stopped. Looking away, he bit his lip. He didn't know how to tell her, tell her that he didn't say goodbye because it hurt too much, to know that she didn't feel the same about him that he did her. He had been in love with her ever since they were children. Ever since the first day he saw her, Michael knew Ella held his heart in her hands._

"_You just left!" Ella pushed him away, unaware of what was running through Michaels mind; Ella took his silence as confirmation that he did in fact think little of her. That their friendship, their connection meant nothing to him. Ella took two steps back when he went to reach for her, "Did you even think about me at all? Why did you come back here? I thought being apart of the kings guard was your dream."_

"_Of course I thought about you! Everyday, every moment I was away I thought about you! Only you! Ella, you must believe me. I had every intention of meeting you by the river that day. I just- I was afraid. I knew I wouldn't be able to stick with my decision to go had I looked upon your face before my journey to the palace." He was going to do it. He was going to tell her how he really felt, consequences be damned. _

"_I don't understand. I would have supported you following your dream. Why did you come back?"_

"_Ella, don't you understand? You are my dream."_

_She dropped her book. Ella couldn't breath. She had always imagined every possible way that this scenario would turn out. But never- ever- had she imagined that he would reciprocate her feelings. Rosella had told her time and time again that Michael felt the same way she did. Rosella had always believed that Michael and Ella were meant to be. But Ella herself had doubts. She was just the daughter of a merchant. She wasn't even beautiful compared to her sister…Ella was just, ordinary._

"_Ella?" Michael took her hand in his, "I've loved you every day since I first saw you playing tag in the rain with your Mother and sister, not a care in the world how the world saw you. You're kind, selfless, beautiful, and have the biggest heart I've had the pleasure of knowing. I came back because I couldn't bare the thought of not being with you, not seeing you anymore. I understand if this isn't how you- if you don't feel the same-"_

_Ella rushed forward and kissed him._

_Michael stood shocked for a minute before kissing her back. _

**/KR\**

Michael and Ella hadn't had much time to spend together…alone…as a couple. They mostly met through the day when both were busy with their work. They had finally come up with a plan, and courage, to tell Ella's Father.

"Good evening sir, may I…?" Michael politely shook Fathers hand.

"Of course, do come in." Opening the door up wider Father moved aside and when Michael had walked in through the door, he closed it.

"I have something I wish to discuss with you." Ella could see how nervous Michael had become; he was practically shaking, as he stood tall in front of her Father.

"Actually, we have something to discuss with you." Ella had decided then that she wouldn't let Michael go through asking her Fathers permission to court her on his own. Ella walked over towards Michael and quickly slipped her hand through his. Looking at her Father, Ella saw a smile on his face.

Unknown to Ella, her actions brought up another memory, a wonderful memory of his darling wife swearing that Michael had fallen in love with Ella and would one day be her husband. Father could see now that his wife had been right, as she always was.

"Yes, I assume we have much to discuss," smiling he waved his hand towards his study, "After you." The couple smiled and started forward.

Rosella gently smiled at Father. It had been a long time since she'd seen a look like that on his face. A look of pure love and happiness. "I'll be retiring for the night father, tell Ella I was right and that I'm happy for her, would you?" Kissing her Father on his cheeks she started up the stairs, ready for the chance to close her eyes and rest.

-/-/-

"Remember the lace! I simply must have it!" Anastasia yelled from the doorway.

Ella and Michael stood at the base of the steps, holding each other, waving goodbye to Father. They had finally told him; surprisingly Father had already known how they had felt about each other before they did. Mother had, had a part in that.

"And my parasol!" Drizella exclaimed next to her sister. For my complexion! That's skin if you don't know!"

Rosella barely heard either of them, she was grasping at her Fathers hand as long for as long as she could as the carriage rolled away. She had asked to be taken with him, he had refused however, and stating that the life of a merchant on the road was not one for a lady. Any lady and especially one of his girls should not be on the road for any extended period of time. "I love you!"

"I love you, too!" Father yelled back and put his hat back on his head. Rosella could feel her heart breaking as she watched the carriage leave her sight.

"Rosella?" Michael asked, walking up with Ella under his arm, "I'm taking Ella to the village…would you like to join us?"

Rosella looked away from the direction Father had gone to glance at the couple, "No, no, I'll be fine here on my own. I wanted to go into the garden and sketch, but thank you." Rosella started walking back towards the house before pausing, "Although," turning to look at Ella she smiled and said, "If you do happen to come across that beautiful set of pencils and pastels I would be very grateful if you could purchase them for me? I'll pay you the money you spend."

"Of course, sister!" Ella laughed as she and Michael started to make their way to the town.

Smiling to herself Rosella walked into the house to hear Lady Tremaine call out to her, "Rosella? Now, now. Mustn't blub." The lady held her hands out to Rosella in a coming gesture, however to Rosella it didn't feel that way. The Lady Tremaine was grasping her hands just a little too tightly.

Rosella didn't want to be rude, making an effort with her Father in mind Rosella gave a small smile, "Yes, Stepmother."

"Oh, you needn't call me that," Lady Tremaines smile dropped, as she looked Rosella in the eyes, "'Madam' will do."

* * *
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><p>The Lady Tremaine looked away towards the noise her daughters were causing, shaking her head fondly. Rosella kept looking at her; this was a different Lady than she had seen in the past two months. Yes, Lady Tremaine hadn't been the kindest but she had never been cruel. <em>*Well, not yet…<em>Rosella thought to herself.

"Well, then make yourself smaller!" Anastasia yelled to her sister. Rosella looked over to the opening as Anastasia threw some cloth at Drisella.

"Anastasia and Drisella have always shared a room. Such dear, affectionate girls." Lady Tremaine commented looking at Rosella once again in a peculiar way.

"Or! Or…or better yet! Disappear entirely!" Anastasia sneered walking past with Drisella hot on her heels.

"Oh! You'd like that wouldn't you! Sometimes I could scratch your eyes out!" Drisella followed her sister up the stairs.

"I think they're finding the sleeping quarters rather confining."

Now Rosella understood where this conversation was going, like a good little girls she and Ella would be forced to move out of their childhood bedroom and move into their stepsisters' room. Lady Tremaine more than likely avoided directly asking– more like demanding – Rosella to pack up so that when Rosella's father came back he wouldn't be upset about the decision.

Sighing Rosella looked away when she said, "Well, mine and Ella's room is biggest after yours and Fathers…perhaps, well, perhaps they'd like to share it."

Lady Tremaine snapped her head to look at Rosella and with an insincere smile, said, "What a wonderful idea! What a good girl you are."

Rosella gave a tiny smile at that. At least she had done what she had promised Father, with her Mother's words in mind she looked to the opening of the doorway and started, "Well, then Ella and I can stay in…"

"The attic. Quite so." Lady Tremaine stood up and started moving about the room.

"The attic?" Rosella repeated, shocked. Her eyes followed the Lady's form as she stood up as well.

"Yes. Only temporarily, while I have all the other rooms redecorated. The attic's so nice and airy and you and your sister will be away from all of our fuss and bother. You'd be even more cozy if you kept all this bric-a-brac up there with you," Lady Tremaine picked up Rosellas Mothers sewing tray and handed it to her, "Keep yourselves amused."

"But stepmother-"

"Madame, dear." Lady Tremaine corrected as she started walking away.

"Madame, I beg your pardon but Ella and I would freeze in the attic, why couldn't we just stay in the room your daughters are in now? Seeing as they'd be taking mine and Ella's childhood room?" Rosella shifted the tray so she had a better grip on it.

Madame stopped and condescendingly stated, "I'm redecorating that room as well, and since you so kindly allowed my daughters to stay in your chambers well…I'm afraid the only option is to place you and your sister in the attic." Madame walked away swiftly putting an end to the discussion…however Rosella heard the tiny whisper, "That's where you belong."

Rosella sighed as Madame walked out of view. Father was gone all of five minutes and Rosella and her sister had been placed in the cold and dingy attic. She opened the door leading to the stairs which lead to the attic, sighing she cringed at how many flights of stairs there were. *_How could Madame just leave us up here, surly she doesn't have to redecorate all of the rooms at once…or redecorate at all? I love how our house looks. _Rosella thought to herself as she made her way up the long flight of stairs.

Pushing the door open once she reached the top she paused to take a breath. Glancing around the octagonal room she found it to be quite bare. Some chairs and barrels lined the wall, with a mirror and some other random objects closer to the back.

Placing the tray down on a barrel Rosella straightened up and looked around the room, "Well, no one shall disturb us here…" Sighing she got to work cleaning and rearranging the furniture in order to make the place more comfortable. Rosella hoped her sister wouldn't mind sharing…well it wasn't a bed. She hoped her sister wouldn't mind sharing this…long couch for a while. Maybe they'd be able to bring up a mattress and some sheets later. After flipping over their 'bed' she dusted it off and started to hum her Mother's song. Picking up a duvet she threw it over the side before moving over towards the last piece of furniture she had to move.

Lifting it she gave a surprised laugh when she found all her little mice friends crowding around a makeshift table, eating their cheese. "Oh, hello, Gus-Gus." She watched as her friends scurried up the duvet and onto her 'bed.' Seeing Gus-Gus struggling she gave him some words of encouragement until he made it to the top. Looking at all of them she commented, "So this is where you take refuge," after they nodded at her she smiled, "Me and Ella too, now, it would seem." Getting up she sighed and dusted off the skirt of her dress, twirling around she decided to look at the brighter side of the situation, "How very pleasant. No cats, no Madame…" coming to stand in front of the door she grinned, "and no stepsisters." She giggled, shutting the door. "Right, now who's going to help me decide where everything should go…seeing as I don't know how long Ella and I are going to be here we should at least make this place more presentable and fit for two girls to live, right?" Rosella laughed when Gus-Gus and Jacqueline vigorously nodded their heads.

Setting to work Rosella found a broom in the back of the attack and started sweeping the floors slowly as not to kick up all the dust in the attic to make herself sneeze. After she had swept all the dust she could to the far side of the room she picked up the cloth she found next to the mirror, she went to the window and starting giving that a good clean to get in some sunlight.

"Now that the hard parts done," she smiled turning to her little mice friends, "where shall I put your little table, seeing as how it can't be left in the middle of the floor for my sister and I to trip over or crush."

Jacqueline, quick as a flash, scurried across the floor and over to the windowsill and looked expectantly at Rosella.

"Well it looks to me like someone knows what she wants." With a gentle laugh she picked up their makeshift table with one hand and her other mice friends climbed onto her other hand where she then gently set them all down with the table so they could see out through the window that was overlooking the garden.

"Alright, I will see you all in a bit, I'm off to go riding." Waving to her friends she made the descent down the stairs, through the halls, and to the stables.

"Afternoon, Rosella!"

Glancing back, Rosella grinned, "Good afternoon, Tom!" Tom had been with her family since she was a babe. She loved Tom like a second Father, he had shown her how to plant roses in the garden and how to take care of them so they don't dry out and wither. Rosella smiled, her memories drifting off to a time when her mother was still alive as she reached Major and Lieutenant E. Rosella smiled when Major started walking towards her, already knowing his master was here for her daily ride through the glen. Lieutenant E had briefly looked over but soon went back to chewing his hay when he saw no sight of his own master, Ella.

"Afternoon, Major." Rosella sang stroking his mane, "Ready for our ride?" Rosella led Major towards the step stool in order to hop on his back. Before she could completely settle he had started trotting to their usual path, sarcastically Rosella said, "Yes, thank you, I was comfortably situated on your back before you started trotting away." All she got in return was a soft neigh.

She had lost track of time and soon found herself farther than she had ever gone before. Rosella glanced around before patting Major's side, "Perhaps it is time to return home my friend-"

"How did you find this place?" Someone said from behind her. Three things happened at once: Rosella look behind her to find a startling handsome man with the bluest eyes she'd ever seen, the man gasped, and Major must have had a fright for he started galloping away from where they were.

"Oh! Whoa! Major!" Rosella could hear a shout behind her but paid no attention as she tried to calm her steed. Once they reached scenery Rosella knew by heart she kicked Major into a faster gallop as they were speeding their way back to the Manor.

"Well now, that was an adventure." Rosella laughed as she hopped down from Major, leading him to his bucket of oats. Patting the side of his mane, "However, perhaps next time don't gallop away from the man I was talking to." All she received was another neigh and Rosella could imagine Major was rolling his eyes at her, "Certainly was an adventure." Rosella mumbled as she remembered the man with blue eyes. She'd never seen eyes bluer than his had been, he'd had a kind face, but she could tell there had been something bothering him…she just couldn't say what.

Shaking her head, Rosella straightened and went to find her sketchbook; she wanted to draw him before she could forget his features.

-/-/-

After some time of sitting in the garden and sketching she had gone back up to the attic to after there was no more room in her sketchbook for another drawing. Rosella was sitting by the window ledge and humming to herself quietly when the door to the attic opened and her sister timidly walked in with a trunk and some other nick-knacks in hand.

"Hello," Ella said smiling.

Rushing up to help, Rosella smiled back, "How was your outing with Michael? Anything interesting occur?"

"Very pleasant, we talked for hours. You should have come! It was the last day of the circus and I really believe you would have enjoyed it!" Ella put the trunk down on the side and opened it to dig out the sketchbook, pencil, and oil pastel set she had gotten for her sister.

"Thank you!" Rosella exclaimed grabbing the book and drawing instruments before answering her sister, "I didn't want to interrupt your time with Michael, you get so few to actually be together that I decided to stay here. Besides, you know I hate clowns, there's no way I'd be able to enjoy a day at the circus."

"Oh, Rose." Shaking her head fondly, Ella starts to ready herself for bed.

Rosella set her art supplies down and started to ready herself for bed as well before she remembered, "How did you know to come up here?"

"Madame caught me on the way to our room…I thought she was making a joke at first until I looked at her face…I don't think she likes us all that much Rose." Ella said as they both lay down on their 'bed.'

"Neither do I, hopefully things get better and we won't have to stay in this dingy attic for long." Pulling the duvet over them Rosella curled up to her sister for warmth, "Night, Ella."

"Sweet dreams, Rose."

-/-/-

Rosella and her sister had woken up very early the next morning because of the chill in the air in the attic, as the sun started rising higher into the sky Ella finished French braiding her sister's hair. Rosella smiled and quietly thanked her before getting up to look out their small window towards the yard.

"All done Rose, how should we start off our day then?"

"I believe someone is here to take you out again actually." Rosella grinned waving at Michael who was standing with a picnic basket in the garden.

Ella's eyes widened in joy but looked to her sister suddenly, "Oh Rose-"

"Of course I don't mind! Go, go, go! I'll take care of everything!" Rosella grabbed her sisters hand as they started making their way down the stairs, when she suddenly remembered, "Oh, I was going to tell you, I was on a ride yesterday with Major when I met- well we never actually spoke, Major decided to race back here before the poor lad could say a word- but he had the most extraordinary-"

"Ladies." Michael grinned giving them a mock bow.

"Good sir," Ella giggled with a small curtsey, "Thank you Rose!" Ella yelled grabbing Michael's hand and leaving Ella standing with a shocked expression.

"Eyes…the most extraordinary eyes." With a sigh and shake of the head, Rosella headed towards the kitchen to grab a quick bite before starting her day. Grabbing the kettle she felt it was still hot, _*Tom must have had his breakfast here today, _Rosella thought smiling.

She walked to the ice box and grabbed the stored milk pouring a tiny bit in her tea before putting it back, she grabbed a small piece of bread and lightly covered it with honey before going to find her lavender flats. Eyes roaming all the kitchen she rolled them when she noticed Lucifer sitting on top of them, "Come here you," Rosella bent down to grab the cat before suddenly he ran off – probably chasing one of her mice friends. After dusting her hands off she put her flats on then grabbed her blue apron as some of the housemaids started walking in to start their day as well.

"Good morning sweet Rose," Charlotte said coming in with a big pot, "You're up early my lovely, where's your sister then?"

"Morning Charlotte," Rosella quickly washed her tea cup before grabbing the pot from her and setting it on the stove, "My dear sister is with her Prince Charming, he came at the crack of dawn to whisk her away from me."

"Oh, Rose," Charlotte shook her head smiling.

"I believe they went for a picnic and it's highly unlikely that they'll be back anytime soon." Rosella moved to grab the small basket that was set-aside on one of the chairs; "I'll go and get some eggs then." Walking outside she started singing to herself, "Sweet, sweet nightingale, sweet, sweet nightingale-"

"Good Morning Rose!" Tom yelled from near the stables.

"Morning Tom!" she stopped her singing to wave, as she got closer to the hen house, "Sing sweet…" opening the door she smiled at her feathered friends before reaching to grab a couple eggs, "Hello, and don't mind me…what a lovely Chantecler. Well done," getting up to close the door she uttered a quick thank you and headed back inside.

"Morning." Carlota said walking by with a load of laundry.

"Morning." Rosella smiled at her. She swiftly walked back over to Charlotte who was starting on the ingredients for the Stepfamilies breakfast.

"Thank you, Rose." Charlotte smiled, looking up away quickly when she saw whom it was.

"You're welcome." Rosella quickly transferred her eggs to a small round bowl. With a sly smile, Rosella quickly dipped her finger into the pot to get a taste of the delicious smelling food when Charlotte saw and laughed at the back of Rosella's giggling form.

"Rosella!"

* * *
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